I remember it like it was yesterday, me sitting in class with no care in the world. Times 
were way more simple back then all I worried about was keeping my grade up, half of the time I 
would just be zoning out in class. Now I wish I paid attention, maybe then all of this could have 
been prevented. 

The teacher was going over details and rules for our upcoming camping trip to Spain. The 
night before I only pack to go camping, I took with me a life straw, MREs, flint and steel, first 
aid kit, a emergency blanket, a zombie knife, and potato seed I know it might seem weird that I 
took seeds with me but my dad told me that if there ever come a point where I run out of food 
potatoes are really easy to grow. 

I'm glad my dad gave me that advice that day. I don't know if I would have survived 
without those seeds. We left really early that morning. The buses pick us up and drop us off at 
the airport. The plane ride was long. It was half a day on that plane so of course I was going to 
want to go straight to the camping grounds but we didn't. 

We passed by a couple places beforehand, you know the regular tourist locations but then 
we went to where it all happened, the battlegrounds of one of the many wars where Spain fought 
against France. They had turned the place into a museum where you can walk around and look at 
different weapons and artifacts they used in the war. The teacher gives us the option to walk 
around by ourselves or stay with the teachers. I choose to walk around by myself which to this 
day I regret. 

I was just by myself because none of my friends came on the trip with me. They all had 
something come up so it was just me walking around the place. For a while I just mindlessly 


walk around the place trying to waste time. I was ready to leave this place. I just wanted to go to 


where we were going to camp. Before I knew it I was pretty far out in the museum there was no 
one else just me and all around me was field. 

But then it happened, I don't know how to explain it. I don't know if it was a sound, a 
voice, or a feeling but something made me walk a hole in the ground or that's what I thought it 
was at first. 

Looking at the hole I had a bad feeling about it but for some reason I just went for it and 
went inside of it. To clarify, the hole wasn't small at all, it was maybe around 4 feet in width and 
more like a cave than anything. Using the flashlight from my phone I was able to see in the hole 
it went pretty far. I wasn't thinking straight at the time because instead of turning around and 
going back where everyone was at I kept going deeper and deeper. 

Before you knew it I was so far in that I couldn't see the light from the entrance anymore. 
For a moment I stopped. I thought about turning around and heading back but then I heard 
streaming and gun fire coming from deeper in the hole. My curiosity got the better of me and I 
kept walking closer to the sounds. While walking deeper in the cave slowly I started to see a 
light and slowly it kept growing the closer I got before I knew it I was only a couple feet away 
from the light. That's when I realized that the light was coming from the outside. It was in the 
exit then I started to hear the streaming and gun fire again. 

But then I saw people running with the guns I saw in the museum. They were dressed 
really weird in these coats. I peaked my head out the hole to get a better angle on what was 
happening. Then one of the guys saw me and started screaming at me. 

He was speaking Spanish but it sounded different and I know people in Spain have a 


different accent in Spanish then what I am used to but still it sounded like the accent the people 


in Spain had but just slightly different. Either way I could understand him. He was telling me to 
get out of the hole at once or else he would shoot. 

He seemed serious so I got out of the hole and that when I truly saw everything. I was 
shocked I couldn't move myself. I was standing in the middle of a war zone everywhere around 
me. I just saw people fighting and getting killed in the distance. It was so much to take in but I 
didn't have time to think as they started shooting at us. I ran to the nearest covering. I couldn't go 
back in the hole that's the direction the shoots were coming from. Me and the guy were covering 
in a nearby trench. 

We had a couple minutes to catch our breath and that was when he realized I wasn't his 
enemy. He found me really odd, the clothes I was wearing, the backpack and everything about 
me. I tried to explain my situation to him but we had no time, we had to move the enemies were 
getting closer to where we were hiding. He took me to one of the bases that belonged to the army 
he was a part of. 

Everyone in that base was so confused when they saw me. The general searched me. He 
didn't really care about my camping supplies but then he took my phone from me he was 
confused as to what it was. I was surprised that he didn't know what a phone was. I tried to 
explain it to him and everyone else but none of them could understand. At this point I started to 
piece everything together but to really make sure I was right I asked the general what year it was 
and he told me 1807 even though I already kinda knew I was in the past hearing those words 
shocked me. How did I end up in the past it shouldn't be possible but yet here I was in 1807. 

The general gave me some closets and told me to put it on. They were military uniforms 
but they were different from the ones we have today. It was a blue coat with a button up shirt. I 


found the uniform really weird and I also didn't want to wear it but I wasn't about to not do what 


the general told me because he could have killed me at any time. After I put the uniform on I 
headed back to where everyone was. The general told me that I was going to fight with them in 
the war and I was a part of the Spanish army now. 

I was so confused, how did I join the army without doing anything and now I have to 
fight in the war against the French. It took me a second to accept everything that just happened 
but then I thought about it. I was going to end up back at that field where the whole was. So I put 
on my backpack and got ready to get sent into the war. I met back with the guy that brought me 
here and this time we actually had time to properly meet each other. His name was Javier he was 
forced to go to the army all he wanted to do was go back to his family. I told him about my 
situation, he didn't really believe me and I understood but we bonded about both wanting to go 
home. 

We headed out right on sunrise and we were heading to a town that the French had taken 
over. We were told to free the town from the French and do whatever it took. While heading over 
there Javier and I had a long conversation about life he told me that when we got there it was 
going to get ugly. He stopped, looked at me and told me that even if I don't want to I am going to 
have to kill. The moment we got there everything went to shit, right when we stepped in the town 
the general got shot in the head. Right in front of my eyes it happened, his blood completely 
covered me. I was just frozen, I could move a muscle. All around me there was gun fire but still I 
couldn't move. I was about to get shot when Javier moved in front of me and took the bullet for 
me. 

Finally I snapped back into reality. I quickly grabbed Javier and took him to a nearby 
house. I knocked on the door and told the people there that my friends had been shot and if they 


help us out I will protect them from the french. I placed him on the bed and headed back out to 


fight when I got out there it was pretty much over there was only a couple people left I went to 
help out my teammates. Before you know it, it was down to me, one of my teammates and a 
French soldier. The soldiers just started to shoot everywhere my teammate got shot in the chest. I 
tried to help him but he said kill the French soldiers. Rush through him knowing that if he sees 
me he will shoot me instantly. Luckily I was able to get to him before he noticed me and with all 
my force I stabbed him with the knife at the end of my gun. 

By the time I went back to check on my teameta it was already too late he wants 
breathing, he had passed away. I stood there for a second looking around at all the dead soldiers 
there. Less than half an hour ago these dead bodies were full of life. It was a lot to take in. I 
headed back to the house where Javier was. The family offered me some food but all I wanted to 
do was take a nap. When I woke up I went to check on Javier. He wasn't doing well at all, he was 
in a coma so decided to wait here in this town for Javier to wake up. 

Months had gone by of me just waiting for him to wake up. I had gotten used to living in 
this small town. The town didn't have a lot of food because the French had pretty much taken all 
their resources. I had started to plant the potato seed that I had on me to help them out a little bit. 
I had gotten pretty close with the people in the town. They had shown my kindness the whole 
time I was there. I had trouble sleeping. I would alway have the same nightmare about that day 
when we first got to the town having to see all my comrades die in front of me. 

I was working out on the field when I heard the news Javier had just woken up. I dropped 
everything I was doing and I ran as fast as possible to where he was. When I got there I broke 
down into tears. He was finally awake after all this time. I hugged him and we caught up a lil bit 
but then we were interrupted by the sounds of screaming loud screaming. We both ran outside to 


see the horror the town was on fire, the French whey were back and this time he was their 


leading them Napoleon. I had no time to freeze this time. I ran around the town telling everyone 
to run but it was too late. So many of the people that I cared about were burning in their houses I 
couldn't do anything about it. I was filled with rage and I ran to where I had left my gun. This 
time I wasn't going to freeze, I was going to fight. I met back up with Javier who had gotten his 
gun too. We both looked at each other and knew that we were going to die here or that's what I 
thought. With no remorse I just started shooting. I killed and killed not caring about who they 
could have been. When I heard screams of children I ran through them it was Javier he had been 
shot again only this time I didn't think he was going to survive. He was covering the children but 
from what I asked and that when I looked up. Standing right in front of my eyes was Napoleon 
himself. I started shaking when Javier told me to take the children and run but where I asked him 
the whole town was on fire. That's when he pointed to a little hill in the distance I instantly knew 
what it was, it was the whole that I come from. Javier used all the strength he had left and he got 
up and started shooting at Napoleon, he had given us enough time to run. When we got to the 
whole I let all the children go first and right before I went in I looked back to see Javier. He was 
smiling at me right before Napoleon shot him in the head. 

We ran through that tunnel. I didn't look back a single time while I was there. When we 
got to the end of the hole and got out, it closed the hole with dirt for no one could ever go back 
there. Now to this day I still think about it. I'm the one who takes care of the children as I think it 
is my responsibility. I'm writing this for maybe one day someone will find this and us this as a 


warning about that hole. 


